The Safety Catch
servant of the company, in the mirror behind him. He gazed with
complacency on its solemn beauty.
"What good did that do?" demanded Mr. Slogrund.
"It made him ruddy unhappy."
"Come away from that mirror and tell us what you said," cried
Mr. Trumper impatiently, "the exact words."
John turned towards them as someone outside the door pushed
violently to remove Mr. Slogrund, who staggered and opened the
door to admit Joseph Gearie, whose curiosity had overcome his
sense of duty in respect of four telephones. He was a fat, round
young man, with a large close-cropped head, blue eyes behind
round spectacles, and a very red face. His manner was one of crisp
decisiveness, and he was given to striking Napoleonic attitudes,
folding the arms, compressing the lips, lowering the head to gaze
at other people in what he hoped was a frightening manner.
"What's going on in here?" he demanded, glancing sternly from
one to another of his colleagues. All four telephones seemed to
ring at once.
"Listen to the telephones," said Mr. Trumper. "I told you to
attend to them, Joe."
"While you get the news in the studio. Not, as Miss Doolittle
remarks, bloody likely," said Joe. "Let 'em ring. Now, John.
Where are we? What's the position?"
He said this like a general who, properly informed, would make
the necessary dispositions to recover lost ground.
"I'm out," said John.
Joe looked at him with head lowered. "Sacked?"
"That's it."
Joe 'fell into a swift reverie. His summary complete, he spoke.
"Oh," he said. "That's bad."
"Moreover," added Mr. Trumper, "he told Gassdrop that he's a
dirty thief."
"Is that why he sacked you?" demanded Joe.
"No. He sacked me, and I came out with it."
"What did you actually say?" asked Mr. Trumper. "And what
did he say?"
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